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KICHAED    CCEUE    DE    LION. 

AN    HISTOEICAL    ROMANCE,    IN    THEEE    ACTS. 
ALTERED  FROM  THE  FRENCH  OF  M,  SEDAINE,—BY  GENERAL  BURGOYNE. 


King  R. — **  What  sounds  !    Heavens  !  the  very  strain,"  &c.— -4ct  ii,  scene  1. 


King  Kichard. 
The  Seneschal. 
Sir  Owen. 
Blondel. 


kxnms  ^\t^xtm\tti. 


Florestan 
Antonio. 

GUILLOT. 

Old  Matthew. 


A  Pilgrim. 
Servants. 
Soldiers. 
Peasants. 


Matilda. 
Laurettk. 
Dorcas. 
Julie. 


K  ACT  I. 

SCENE   T. — A  view  of  a  strong  Castle,  situated  in 
^wild,  inountainous  country;  on  one  side,  arustic 
insion  house  ;  on  the  other,  a  stone  seat. 

Jnter  OLD  MATTHEW,  DORCAS,  COL- 
LETTE,  and  Peasants.  ^ 

CHORUS  OF  PEASANTS. 

Come  sing,  come  dance. 
To-morrow's  the  day ; 


Come  sing,  come  dance. 
Old  Matthew's  wedding-day. 
Yes,  to-morrov,  you  Icnotv, 
To  his  house  we  shall  go. 
To  drink  and  be  gay. 
To  dance,  siiig,  and  play  ; 
Away  with  all  sorrow. 
For  joy  comes  to-morrow. 


\ 
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Col.  ^or  song,  nor  dance,  nor  jolcing. 

Can  malce  me  gay ; 
Antonio — how  %)rovolcing  I 
Is  far  away. 

Chorus.     Come,  Collette,  sing  and  play, 

For  to-morrow's  the  day. 

T^s,,to-yiorrow,  you  Icnow, 

To 'o^df Matthew' s'vce^^(i  I  ,•  I    1 

♦    *•  •  ••     •,•••    • 

To  drink  and  h^gcey,    •  •*  I  •./ 

^••Tf  dance,* Si^iay'qnA jiiliiy ;  ^     ^      .• 


'Aw&,y  wiih'^ltisorr&u*,', 

•  ^  •  ( 
For  joy  coraes  to-morrow. 


OldM. 


I  am  happy,  I  swear, 
My  Boreas,  my  dear. 
To  thinlc  that  to-morrow  is  our  icedding-day. 


Dor.  The'  we're  sixty  years  old. 

Let  the  young  ones  hehold, 
Our  age,  like  our  youth,  is  contented  and  gay. 

Chorus.    Come  sing,  come  dance. 

To-morrow's  the  day ; 
Come  sing,  come  dance, 

'Tis  old  Matthew's  wedding-day. 
Yes,  to-morrow,  you  know. 
To  his  house  we  shall  go. 
To  drink  and  he  gay, 
To  dance,  sing,  and  play  ; 
Away  with  all  sorrow^ 

[Exeunt. 


Enter  MATILDA,  led  in  by  ANTONIO. 

Mat.  Antonio,  what  sounds  were  those  ?  Surely* 
they  were  singing. 

Ant.  It  is  only  the  villagers  who  are  returning 
from  the  fields.  The  sun  is  setting,  and  they 
have  done  their  work. 

Mat.  Where  are  we  now,  my  little  guide  ? 

Ant.  You  are  not  far  from  a  great  old  castle, 
with  towers  and  battlements  ;  and  there,  now,  if 
you  had  your  sight,  you  might  see  two  soldiers 
on  the  walls,  with  their  cross-bows. 

Mat.  I  am  sadly  tired. 

Ant.  Stay  !  This  way  ;  here  is  a  stone ;  it  is 
made  into  a  seat.  What  a  pity  you  cannot  see  the 
prospect !  Though  so  wild,  it  is  said  to  be  as 
nne  as  any  in  all  Germany.  {They  sit  down.)  Now, 
just  opposite  to  us,  is  a  very  well-looking 
house.  'Tis  a  farm,  but  as  good  as  any  gentle- 
man's. 

Mat.  Then  go,  my  little  friend,  and  find  out 
whether  we  can  lodge  there  to-night. 


CCEUE    DE   LION. 

AnJt.  I  will  J  and,  no  doubt,  you  may.  The 
owner  is  a  foreigner — from  England,  as  they 
say ;  and  though  he  is  very  passionate,  all  the 
village  say  he  is  very  good-natured.  {Going,  re- 
turns. )  But  shall  I  find  you  here  when  I  come 
back  ? 

Mat  Yes,  truly,  you  may  be  pretty  sure  of 
that ;  those  who  can't  see  are  not  over  fond  of 
wandering.    But  you  will  not  fail  to  return  ? 

Ant.  No,  that  I  won't.  {Going,  stops.)  :But,  sir, 
there  is  something  I  have  been  wanting  all  day  to 
tell  you. 

Mat.  Well,  Antonio,  what  is  it  ? 

Ant.  Why  it  is — it  is — oh !  I  am  so  sorry ! — 

Mat.  Speak,  child  !    Tell  me,  what  is  it  ? 

Ant.  Why,  it  is— and  it  vexes  me  sadly — that 
it  will  not  be  in  my  power  to  be  your  guide  to- 
morrow. 

Mat.  How  so,  my  little  friend  ? 

Ant.  I  must  go  to  a  wedding.  My  grandfather 
and  grandmother  keep  their  wedding-day  to- 
morrow, and  my  grandson,  who  is  their 
brother — 

Mat.  Your  grandson !  Have  you  a  grandson, 
Antonio  ? 

Ant.  No;  their  grandson,  who  is  my  brother, 
that's  it,  is  to  be  married  at  the  same  time,  to  a 
sweet  pretty  little  girl  of  the  village. 

Mat.  But  what  will  become  of  me  without  a 
guide  ? 

Ant.  Oh,  I'll  engage  some  one  for  you,  I'll  war- 
rant; and  you  may  contrive  to  come  to  the 
wedding,  and  join  in  the  music,  while  we  dance. 
We'll  manage,  never  fear. 

Mat,  You  love  danciug,  Antonio  ? 


SONG.— ANTONIO, 

The  merry  dance  I  dearly  love, 
For  then,  Collette,  thy  hand  I  seize. 
And  press  it,  too,  xchene'er  I  please. 
And  none  can  see,  and  none  reprove ; 
Then  on  thy  cheek  quick  blushes  gloic. 
And  then  we  whisper  soft  and  low : 
Oh!  how  I  grieve  !  you  ne'er  her  charms  can  know* 

She's  sweet  fifteen,  Fm  one  year  more. 
Yet  still  we  are  too  young,  they  say, 
JBut  we  knovj  better,  sure,  than  ihey  ; 

Youth  should  not  listen  to  three-score ; 
And  Fm  resolv'd  Fll  tell  her  so, 
When  next  we  whisj^er  soft  and  low : 
Oh !  how  I  grieve  !  you  ne'er  her  charnis  can  know. 

lExit, 


Mat.  Antonio!  He  is  gone.  Now,  then,  I 
may  safely  use  my  sight.  {Takes  the  bandage  from 
her  eyes.)  A  fortress,  indeed  !  There  are  towers, 
and  moats,  and   battlements.     They  say   it   io 
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strongly  giiardecl,  and  almost  iuacessible.  Its 
appearance  justifxes  the  report  that  aths  made  to 
me ;  for  in  this  wild  and  sequestered  spot,  such  a 
pile  could  only  be  employed  to  hide  some  mighty 
captive.  Oh,  Eichard  !  my  hero,  my  beloved ! 
What  hardship  may  you  not  be  enduring !  Nor 
have  you  eren  the  sad  consolation  to  know  that 
your  faithful  Matilda,  exiled  for  lier  love  to  you, 
has  abandoned  every  hope  and  duty,  and,  in  this 
poor  and  base  disguise,  pursues  your  name,  and 
wanders  through  the  world.  But  here  my  cares 
and  search  shall  end.  If  my  foreboding  soul 
misleads  me,  and  this  spot  affords  no  tidings  of 
its  lord,  then,  if  my  heart  breaks  not,  in  the 
near  convent  s  cell  I'll  hide  my  woe  and  shame 
for  ever. 


SONG.— MATILDA. 

Oil!  Richard!  Oli!  my  love! 

By  the  faithless  world  forgot ; 
J  alone  in  exile  rove. 

To  lament  thy  hapless  lot, 
I  alone  of  all  remain 
To  unbind  thy  cruel  chain. 

By  the  faithless  vco  rid  forgot ; 
I,  v:hose  hosom  sunTc  in  grief, 
Least  have  strength  to  rjield  relief. 

Delusive  glory  !  Jaithless  pow'r! 

Thus  the  valiant  you  repay  : 
In  disaster'*  heavy  hour, 
Faithless  friendship's  fa  r  away. 
Yet,  royal  youth, 
One  faithful  heart, 

From  tender  est  truth, 
Tho'  hopeless,  never  shall  depart. 

Oh !  Richard !  oh !  my  love ! 

3y  the  faithless  world  forgot ; 
J  alone  in  exile  rove, 

To  lament  thy  hapless  lot. 


But  I   hear  a  noise  j  I  must  resume  my  dis- 
guise. 

Sir  0.  {Without.)  I'll  teach  you  to  brhiglettcrs 
to  my  daughter. 


Enter  SIE  OWEN,  GUILLOT,  and  LAU- 
EETTE. 

Guil.  Sir,  'twas  the  governor  sent  me. 
Sir  0.  The  governor !    What's  the  governor  to 
xne? 


QUAETETTO.— MATILDA,  GUILLOT,  &IE 
OWEN,  and  LAURETTE. 

Sir  0.     Tf  hat  care  I  for  the  governor  ? 
Mat.       Oh !  should  it  le  this  governor ! 


(Aside.) 


Guil.      He  sent  me,  I  hiew  no  hciier,  ' 
With  the  letter. 


Sir  0.    My  daughter,  listen  to  his  art  f 
What,  my  Lattrette 
So  far  forget 
The  modest  virgin's  duteous  part? 
And  thou — I  pray, 

{To  Guillot.) 

Good  fcnaue,  shall  I  the  postage  pay  1 

Guil.  Xo,  sir,  indeed. 

There  is  no  need, 
I'm  gone  with  speed. 

Sir  0.    Fray,  tell  your  govemotf 

His  hopes  arc  vain, 

Laurette  to  gain 
His  lordship  is  by  far  too  good, 
And  I  would  tlianje  him  if  I  could. 

Mat.       If  of  this  castle  he  should  he 

The  governor — what  joy  for  me  I 


(Aside.) 


Gud.      Yet  he's  my  lord  the  governor 


Sir  0.     Wliat's  he  to  me,  your  governor  7 
Begone,  I  say. 
You'd  best  not  stay. 
And  you,  if§ver  I  disoover 

(To  Laurette.) 

You  lend  an  ear 
To  this  designing  lover. 

Then,  then,  you  slkoll  have    cause    to 
fear. 


Mat.      Ah !  should  it  be,  what  joy  for  me ! 


(Aside,) 
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Co'ivc,  come,  my  friends,  no  quarrel,  pray; 
Your  anger  cease, 
Kce^y,  fceep  the  peace. 


Lau. 


Mat. 


Wlio.t  can  this  he? 
I  never  see 
The  governor. 

Ah !  should  it  he  this  governor! 
Ah  I  should  it  he,  what  joy  for  me ! 

(Aside.) 

Come,  come,  my  friends,  no  quarrel,  pray  I 
Your  anger  cease. 
Keep,  Iceep  the  peace. 

lExit  Guillot. 


Sir  0.  Get  into  tlie"  house.  In,  I  say.  [_Exit 
Laureite.']  She  tells  me  she  never  sees  him, 
that  she  never  speaks  to  him,  and  yet  he  writes 
to  her.  The  governor  is  a  very  civil  gentle- 
man, only  he  wants  to  run  away  with  my  daugh- 
ter ;  and  she  is  very  obedient  to  her  father,  only 
she'll  do  nothing  I  hid  her.  I  should  like  to 
know  what  all  this  is  nov/.  {Loolang  at  the  letter.) 
The  governor  writes  a  military  hand ;  his  letters 
edge  out  a  chevaux-de-frize  fashion— all  zig-zag, 
like  his  own  fortification.  I  can't  make  my  way 
through  it.  I  wish  I  had  somebody  to  decipher 
it.  Oh !  here's  a  sort  of  an  outlandish  lad.  I 
mav  trust  him.    Youngster,  can  you  read  ? 

Mat.  Oh  !  yes,  sir. 

Sir  0.  Well,  then,  read  me  this. 

{Gives  her  the  letter.) 


Mat.  Oh !  indeed,  sir,  I  could  once ;  but  the 
•cruel  Saracens— 

Sir  0.  The  Saracens  !  What  did  the  Saracens 
-do  for  you  ? 

Mat.  The  cruel  monsters  put  out  my  eyes, 
having  taken  me  prisoner  in  a  great  battle, 
where  I  was  page  to  a  captain  in  King  Kichard's 
army.    But  have  you  not  seen  a  little  boy  ? 

Sir  0.  Yes. 

Mat.  'Tis  he  who  guides  me.  He  can  read, 
^d  will  do  whatever  you  bid  him. 

{Returning  the  Utter.) 


Sir  0.  Oh !  hero  he  comes,  I  believe. 


Enter  ANTONIO. 

Mat.  Antonio,  is  that  you  ? 
Ant.  Yes,  'tis  I. 

Mat.    Take  the  letter  which   the  gentleman 
liere  will  give  you,  and  read  it  aloud  to  him. 
Ant.  (Beads.)  **  Beautiful  Laurette"— 
SirO.  Psha! 


Ant.  (Reads.)  "  Beautiful  Laurette,  my  heart 
overflows  with  ecstacy  and  gratitude,  for  the 
kind  assurances  you  give  me  of  eternal  affec- 
tion."— 

Sir  0.  Eternal  affection !  And  that  puts  him 
into  an  ecstacy  !    Very  well. 

Mat.  Pray,  let  him  go  on. 

Ant.  (Reads.)  "  If  my  attendance  on  the  pri- 
soner, whom  I  must  not  quit"— 

Sir  0.  So  much  the  better  ! 

Mat.  The  prisoner  ! 

(Aside.) 


Ant.  (Beads.)  "  If  my  attendance  on  the  pri- 
soner, whom  I  must  not  quit,  would  suffer  me 
to  go  out  during  the  day,  I  would  hasten  to 
throw  myself" — 

Sir  0.  Into  the  ditch  of  your  castle,  I  hope. 

Mat.  Whom  I  must  not  quit !  (Aside.)  Eead 
on  quickly. 


(To  Antonio. 


Ant.  (Beads.)  **  I  would  hasten  to  throw  my- 
self at  your  feet.  But  if  this  night" — Here  u,ie 
some  words  blotted  out. 

Mat.  Well,  what  follows  ? 

Ant.  (Reads.)  "Contrive  some  means  to  in- 
form me  at  what  hour  I  may  speak  to  you. 
Your  tender,  faithful,  and  eternally  constant, 
Flobestan." 

Sir  0.  Here's  a  d— d  governor  for  you  !  Oh  ! 
if  I  had  him  in  England,  on  the  top  of  Penman- 
ma  wr — 

Mat.  What !    Are  you  a  Briton,  then  ? 

Sir  0.  Yes,  I  am,  sir ;  and  an  enemy  to  slaves, 
of  course,  in  love,  or  out. 

Mat.  Gloriovis  nation  !  But  how  comes  it,  sir, 
that  you  are  settled  so  far  from  your  native 
country  ? 

Sir  0.  Oh  !  that's  too  long  a  story  to  tell  you  ; 
but  it  would  not  have  happened  if  1  hadn't  gone 
to  the  crusades  at  Palestine. 

Mat.  What,  under  the  brave  Eichard  ? 

Sir  0.  Brave  !  Ay,  I  Avould  follow  him  to  the 
world's  end.  My  ruin  was  no  fault  of  his. 
Well,  you  must  know,  that  when  I  returned 
from  Palestine,  I  found  that  my  father  was 
dead — 

Mat.  He  was  very  old,  perhaps  ? 

Sir  0.  No  ;  but  he  was  slain  by  a  neighbour  of 
his  in  single  combat. 

Mat.  What  was  the  dispute  ? 

Sir  0.  A  rabbit.  My  father  shot  a  rabbit  on 
the  right  side  of  a  hedge,  where  his  neighbour 
contended  he  was  entitled  only  to  shoot  on  the 
left.  So  he  slew  my  father,  and  I  revenged  his 
death. 

Ant.  So,  there  were  two  men  killed  for  one 
rabbit. 

Mat.  Of  course,  you  fled  ? 

Sir  0.  Yes ;  with  my  dauorhter  and  wife,  who 
is  since  dead.  My  castle  and  my  lands  were  for- 
feited ;  and,  after  fighting  her  battles,  I  was  sen- 
tenced by  an  ungrateful  country — 

Mat.  A  hard  and  ill  return,  indeed  ! 

Sir  0.  No  such  thing,  sir.  'Twas  justice, 
though  severe.  I  suffer  no  man  to  abuse  my 
country  but  myself. 
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TIat.  Heaven  forbid  I  should  traduce  it !  But, 
sir,  one  request. 

Sir  0,  {Looking  out.)  It  must  be  they !  Stay, 
good  youth ;  I  see  some  friends  whom  I  expect. 
If  you  wish  for  refreshment,  the  poor  and  friend- 
less are  never  driven  from  my  door, 

lExit. 


Enter  LAURETTE. 

Lau.  Pray,  good  youth,  tell  me  what  my  father 
has  been  saying  to  you  ? 

Jf  at.  Are  you  pretty  Laurette  ? 

Lau.  Yes,  sir. 

Mat.  Your  father  is  very  angry  ;  he  knows  the 
contents  of  the  letter  from  the  Chevalier  Flore- 
stan. 

Lau.  Yes ;  Florestan  is  his  name.  And  did  you 
read  the  letter  to  my  father  ? 

Mat.  No,  not  I ;  I  am  blind,  alas  !  It  was  my 
little  guide. 

Ant.  Yes,  but  didn't  you  bid  me  read  it  ? 


(Retires.) 


Oh  !  I  wish  you  had  not  done  so. 
Some  other  person  would. 
That's  true;  and  what  did  the  letter 


Lau. 

Mat. 

Lau. 
say? 

Mat.  It  says  that  on  account  of  the  prisoner  in 
that  castle — And  who  is  that  prisoner  ? 

Lau.  Oh  !  no  one  knows  who  it  is. 

Mat.  The  chevaHer  cannot  come  to  throw  him- 
self at  your  feet. 

Lau.  Poor  Florestan ! 

Mat.  But  this  night — 

Lau.  This  night ! 


SONG.— LAURETTE. 

Oh !  would  the  night  my  blushes  hide. 
The  truth  to  thee  I  v:ould  confide. 
Tes,  yes ;  I  own,  'tis  true ; 
Whene'er  his  eyes  I  meet, 
I  feel  my  heart  begin  to  beat; 
It  beats  and  trembles,  too. 

But  when  my  hand  he  gently  presses, 
A  struggling  sigh,  I  fear,  confesses. 
Ah !  mx)re  than  blushes  could  impart, 
And  move  than  words,  betrays  my  heart. 

Oh  I  would  the  night  r)iy  blushes  hide. 
The  truth  to  thee  Iivould  confide. 
Tes,  yes;  I  own,  'tis  true  ; 
Whene'er  his  eyes  I  meet, 
I  feel  my  heart  begin  to  beat ! 
It  beats,  and  trembles,  too. 

Mat,  You  love  him,  then,  Laurette  ? 


Lau.  Oh !  most  dearly,  that  I  do ;  day  and 
night,  truly  and  sincerely. 

Mat.  And  do  you  not  fear  to  own  it  ? 

Lau.  No,  not  to  you.  You  seem  kind  and 
tender-hearted,  and  you  speak  gently  to  me  ;  and 
then  you  cannot  see  me,  whether  I  blush  or  not ;: 
and  so  I  am  not  afraid. 

Mat,  Pretty  Laurette ! 

Lau.  But  who  told  you  I  was  pretty  ? 

Mat.  Alas  !  being  blind,  I  guess  only  by  th& 
voice;  the  softness  and  sweetness  of  that  is  beauty 
to  me.  But  let  me  counsel  you,  my  innocent. 
These  knights,  these  men  of  high  descent,  be- 
ware of  them  ;  when  they  seem  most  devt)ted  to 
your  beauty,  they  are  least  forgetful  of  their  own 
rank ;  and  the  nobleness  of  your  soul  is  over- 
looked by  the  pride  of  their  own  high  birth. 

Lau.  Well? 

Mat.  Well !  Why,  then,  their  love  must  be 
deceit,  and  their  purpose  to  betray. 

Lau.  But  my  birth  is  not  inferior  to  his,  though 
my  father  is  now  in  banishment. 

Mat.  No  !  and  does  he  know  it  ? 

Lau.  Yes ;  and  never  talks  to  me  but  in  words 
of  goodness  and  honour ;  and  if  it  wasn't  that  my 
father  is  so  passionate,  I  should  have  told  him 
everything  long  ago. 

Mat.  And  would  you,  before  you  have  in- 
formed your  father,  meet  this  man  whom  jovt 
love  so,  and  converse  with  him,  and  in  the  night, 
too  ?    Listen  to  me. 


DUET.— MATILDA  and  LAURETTE.. 

Mat.  The  god  of  love  a  bandeau  icears, 
Would  you  knaic  what,  it  declares,. 

And  why  his  eyes  arc  clouded  I 
'Tis  to  shoic  us  that  his  pow'r 
Is  ne'er  so  fatal,  ne'er  so  sure. 

As  when  in  darkness  shrouded.. 

Lau.  Good  sir,  repeat  the  pretty  strain. 
Pray,  again,  again. 
A  lesson  kind  it  docs  impart. 
To  gvurd  against  a  lover's  art. 


Mat.  With  all  my  heart. 

The  god  of  love  a  bandeau  wears. 
Would  you  know  what  it  declares,. 
And  why  his  eyes  are  clouded  Z 
'Tis  to  show  you  that  his  pow'r 
Is  ne'er  so  fatal,  ne'er  so  sure. 
As  when  in  darkness  shrouded'.. 


Lau.  Look,  there  are  two  pilgrims  meeting  my 
father;  see,  he  embraces  one  of  them.  Sure, 
those  cannot  be  the  visitors  he  expected.  I  must 
go— 

Mat.  A  moment,  Laurette.  I  have  something- 
to  say  to  you. 

Lau'  About  Florestan  ? 
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Lau.  Oh !  tlien  I  can't  stay. 


[Exit. 


Mat.  They  are  coming  this  way.    I  can't  retire 
till  my  guide  comes. 


Enter  SIR  OWEN,  BLONDEL,  and  Pilgrim. 

Sir  0.  My  hrave  friend,  how  rejoiced  I  am  to 
see  you !  You  are  well  disguised,  indeed ;  I 
myself  should  never  have  guessed  it  was 
Blondel. 

Mat.  Blondel !  wliat  do  I  hear  ? 

{Aside.) 

Blon.  Caution,  my  friend.  My  search  would 
be  fruitless,  indeed,  should  I  be  discovered. 
And  see ! 

{Pointing  to  Matilda.) 

Sir  0.  I  did  not  observe  ;  it  is  a  poor  blind 
youth,  a  wandering  minstrel  who  diverts  the 
peasants. 

Mat.  Shall  I  play,  worthy  gentlemen  ?  I  have 
a  ditty  made  by  a  royal  lover,  on  the  lady  whom 
he  loved. 

{Plays.) 

Sir  0.  Why  are  you  so  much  astonished  ? 

Blo7i.  That  was  made  by  my  gallant  master; 
pr'ythee,  go  on.  {Matilda  plaiys  again.)  Oh  !  how 
it  reminds  me  of  happy  days !  Tell  me,  boy, 
where  could  you  learn  that  tune  ? 

Mat.  I  was  taught  it  by  a  servant  of  King 
Richard's  camp,  who  said  he  had  heard  the  king 
himself  sing  to  it. 

JBIo7i.  Even  so  !  he  made  it  for  the  lovely  and 
unfortunate  Matilda— unfortuate  indeed !  for 
passing  through  Artois,  I  learnt  that  she  had  left 
her  father's  court,  and  fled  almost  alone,  upon 
the  rumour  that  the  royal  Richard  had  been 
treacherously  seized,  as  he  returned  from  Pales- 
tine. Oh  !  if  her  gallant  monarch  yet  lives,  sure 
heaven  will  guide  some  of  those  who  seek  him 
to  the  prison  that  immiires  him. 

Sir  0.  Perhaps  the  fair  Matilda  alone  has  had 
intelligence. 

Blon.  Oh,  no!  But  yesterday  I  passed  the 
Seneschal's,  lier  father's  trusty  friend,  who,  with 
a  chosen  band  of  troops,  was  searching  to  reclaim 
her;  and  he  had  learned,  that,  stripped  of  her 
companions  by. perfidy  or  death,  she  had  sought 
the  sadder  prison  of  a  monastery. 

Mat,  The  Seneschal  so  near !  {Aside.)  Gracious 
sir,  if  my  music  has  pleased  you,  will  you  entreat 
your  tind  host  to  lodge,  this  night,  a  harmless 
minstrel,  who  lost  his  precious  sight  in  Palestine, 
and  I  will  play  all  night  to  soothe  you. 

Blon.  Poor  youth  !  he  will,  I  doubt  not. 

Sir  0.  I  had  refused  him  only  from  the  caution 
I  thought  due  to  you.  But  here  is  no  danger,  if 
yet  you  choose  to  be  unknown ;  my  servants  are 


all  secret,  and  not  curious.  But  come,  you  must 
forget  the  pilgrim  awhile,  and  we  will  have  a 
jovial  health  or  two,  and  recollect  old  times. 
Some  wine,  there,  and  seats  !  the  evening's  fair. 
We'll  into  supper  soon ;  and  then,  when  we're 
alone,  you  shall  inform  me  of  your  travels,  and 
all  that  you  have  heard  of  Richard's  fortune. 
{During  this  speech  Blondel  converses  with  Matilda, 
who  plai/s  again.  Servants  l)ring  xnne,  seats,  &c. 
Other  music.  Blondel  talks  apart  to  Sir  (hven.) 
The  youth  is  right,  so  far.  Some  prisoner  of 
note  is  lodged  there,  doubtless ;  but  it  were 
wild  to  guess  it  for  the  king.  More  wine,  boy ; 
We'll  have  a  health  to  Richard,  wherever  he  is  ; 
and  then  you  shall  hear  a  song  of  mine.  Oh  !  in 
England,  I  should  have  a  fine  chorus  to  it. 

{Blondel  talks  to  Matilda,  who  seems 
disappointed  to  hear  Richard  is  not 
likely  to  he  in  the  castle.  Blondel 
bids  one  of  the  Servants  bring  wine  to 
Matilda,  who  calls  Antonio  and  gives 
it  to  him.) 


Mat.  Antonio! 
Ant.  Here  am  I. 
Mat.    Come  nearer, 
boy. 


Here,  drink,   my  good 


(Antonio  dr inks.) 


Sir  0.  Now,  then ;  and  observe  the  chorus. 


SONG.— SIR  OWEN. 

Let  the  Sultan  Saladin, 
Play  the  rake  in  PaZesfwe, 
While  he  claims  his  subjects'  duty. 
He's  himself  a  slave  to  beauty. 

Wearing  baser  chains  than  they. 
Well,  well ! 

Every  man  must  have  his  way  ; 
But  to  TYiy  poor  way  of  thinking. 
There's  no  joy  like  drinking. 

Cho.      But  to  my  poor  icay  of  thinking. 
There's  no  joy  lilce  drinking. 

CcBur  de  Lion  loves  the  wars, 
Richard's  joys  is  blows  and  scars ; 
Conquer' d  Pagans  fly  lefore  him. 
Christian  warriors  all  adore  Mm; 

V/atching,  marching,  night  and  day. 
Well,  well  I 

Every  man  must  have  his  way. 


EICHAED 

But  to  my  x>oor  way  oftldnking. 
There's  no  joy  like  drinking. 

Cho.       But  to  my  poor  way  of  thinking^ 
There's  no  joy  lilce  drinking. 

Tou,  too,  pilgrims,  love  your  trade  ; 

You  recruit  the  hold  crusade ; 

Making  zealots  cross  the  ocean, 

In  a  fit  of  fierce  devotion; 
Pilgrim's  love  to  fast  and  pray. 

Well,  well ! 
Every  man  must  have  his  way. 

But  to  my  poor  way  of  thinking. 

There's  no  joy  like  drinldng. 

Cho.      But  to  my  poor  way  of  thinking. 
There's  no  joy  like  drinking. 
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[Exeunt. 


ACT  n. 


SCENE  l.—The  Inner  Works  of  an  old  Fortifica' 
tion.  Towards  the  front  isatetrace  enclosed  6y 
rails,  and  a  fosse ;  and  so  situated,  that  when 
Richard  appears  upon  it,  he  cannot  see  Matilda, 
who  is  upon  the  outer  parapet. 

Enter  KING  RICHAUD  and  FLORESTAN. 

Flo.  The  morning  breaks  :  the  fresh  air  is 
lightened  by  the  dawn  ;  profit  of  it,  sire,  for 
your  health's  sake.  Within  an  hour  your  guards 
must  do  their  duty,  and  you  will  be  again  se- 
cluded from  the  day. 

King  R.  Florestan ! 

Flo.  Sire! 

King  R.  Your  fortune  is  in  your  power. 

Flo.  Sire,  my  honour  is. 

King  R.  Honour !  to  a  traitor !  A  base,  per- 
fidious- 
Flo.  Did  I  believe  him  so,  I  would  not  serve 
him ;  and  not  believing,  I  must  not  listen,  where 
I  dare  not  answer. 

King  R.  But,  Florestan— [Florestau  lows  and 
exif]  Oh!  heart,  burst  not!  Oh,  God!  Oh, 
misery !  Is  this  to  be  my  lot  for  ever  ?  In  the 
vigour  of  my  days,  circled  with  conquering  lau- 
rels, the  Christians'  shield,  the  scourge  of 
haughty  Palestine !  Am  I  doomed,  by  a  vile 
traitor's  craft,  to  wear  my  life  away  in  ignomi- 
nicns  bondage  ?  Oh !  that  the  efforts  of  my 
fierO.3  despair  could  reach  the  ears  of  my  brave, 
distant  soldiers  !  How  would  it  fire  their  hearts 
to  learn  that  their  king,  their  leadtr— but  Richard 
is  forgotten— deserted  by  his  people— by  the 
world  I  Oh  !  my  glory  !  Oh  !  ye  records  of  my 
valour  1    Oh  I  memory  of  my  victories  !  what  do 


you  avail?  (Looks  on  a  picture.)  Image  of  her 
I  love  !  Come,  oh  !  calm— console  my  heart ; 
soothe,  for  a  moment,  the  keen  sorrows  that  des- 
troy me.  Image  of  her  I  love  I  sweet,  smihng 
witness  of  my  former  bliss !  canst  thou  recall  my 
bosom's  fortitude  ?  No,  thou  dost  redouble  all 
my  griefs ;  thou  art  my  despair.  Oh !  death, 
death  !  I  call  on  thee ;  thy  dart  alone  can  break 
my  chains !  my  freedom  is  my  grave ! 

(Walks  to  the  farther  end  of  the  ter- 
race, and  remains  in  a  posture  of 
deep  despair.)  .,.v3-.>ax 


Enter  MATILDA  and  ANTONIO. 

Mat.  Antonio,  stay  awhile  ;  here  on  this  rising 
ground  we'll  rest.  I  love  to  feel  the  pure  fresh 
air ;  it  is  the  balmy  breath  of  mom,  whispering 
the  sun's  approacli.    Where  are  we  now  ? 

Ant.  Close  to  the  parapet  of  the  castle  which 
you  bid  me  bring  you  to.  (Matilda  offers  to  get 
upon  the  parapet.)  Ah!  don't  attempt  to  get 
upon  it ;  you'll  fall  into  a  great  moat  on  the  other 
side,  and  be  drowned. 

Mat.  Indeed !  Well,  here,  kind  boy,  take  this 
money,  and  go  buy  something  for  us  that  we  may 
breakfast. 

Ant.  You  have  given  me  a  great  deal — 

Mat.  Keep  for  yourself  what  is  too  rauch. 

Ant.  Oh,  thank  you  !  and,  pray,  take  caie  nofe 
to  go  too  near  the  moat. 


[Exit, 


Mat.  When  you  return,  we  will  walk  to  some 
shade — shall  we  ?  You  don' t  answer  me.  He  is 
gone,  and  nearly  out  of  sight.  How  quickly 
youth  executes  a  Avilling duty !  Now  then — (^Afts 
up  the  bandeau,  and  raises  herself  on  the  parapet.) 
Ah  !  not  nearer ! 

King  R.  (Returns  to  ths  front  of  the  terrace.)  A 
year — a  year  is  passed  !  hope  is  exhausted  ! 

Mat.  How  still,  how  silent !  Sure,  if  those 
walls  enclose  him,  my  voice  may  reach  their 
deepest  recesses.  Oh !  if  he  is  here,  he  will  i-e- 
member  the  strain ;  'twas  the  offering  of  his 
earliest  love  in  happy  days ;  of  love  for  her,  who 
now,  uncertain  of  liis  fate,  yet  shares  his  misery. 

King  R.  No  cheering  thoiight !  no  gUmmering 
ray  of  consolation  !  Oh,  memory  !  Oh,  Matilda ! 
{Matilda plays.)  What  sounds!  Heavens!  the 
very  strain  I  once — Oh  I  let  me  hear. 


Mat.  (Sings.) 

One  night  in  sickness  lying, 
A  prey  to  grief  and  pain, — 

King  R.  Oh,  God !  that  voice  t 

Mat.  (Slugs.) 

When  aid  of  man  -was  vain, 
And  hope  and  life  were  flying. 
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Then  came  my  mistress  to  my  bed. 
And  deatlif  and  patK,  and  sorrow  jled. 

(STifc  stops,  and  raises  herself  to  listen. 
Xing  R.  expresses  surprise^  hope,  and 

joy.) 

(Sings.) 

Tht  gentle  tears  soft  falling 
Of  her  whom  I  adore, 
2€y  tender  hopes  recalling, 
Dul  life  and  love  restore. 

{Mat.y   daring    this    answer,    appears 
greatly  agitated.) 


(Sings.) 


A  mighty  king  doth  languish 
Within  a  prison's  gloom  ; 
Ah !  could  I  share  his  doom ! 

Ah  1  could  I  soothe  his  anguish ! 

King  iS.  la  it  Matilda  ? 


(Sings.) 


Covld  I  hut  view  Matilda's  eyes. 
Fortune,  thy  frowns  I  should  despite, 

DUET.— KING  RICHARD  and 
MATILDA. 

King  R.  The  gentle  tears  soft  falling 
Mat.        3fi/ gentle  fears /ost /ailing 
King  R.  Of  her  so  long  ador'd. 
Mat.        For  him  so  long  ador'd. 
King  R.  My  tender  hopes  recalling, 
Mat.        His  tender  hopes  recalling, 
King  R.  Have  love  and  life  restor'd. 
Hat.       Have  love  and  life  restor'd. 


{After  Matilda  has  repeated  the  strain, 
Florestan  requests  the  King  to  retire 
into  the  castle;  he  does  so;  while 
another  party  seize  Matilda,  and 
pasei'iig  a  draw-bridge  brings  her  into 
thefro^it  of  the  worlcs.) 


DUO   AND   CHORUS.— MATILDA, 

Guards,  &c, 

Cho.  Speafc  quicldy,  quickly,  wlio  art  thouf 

Who  sent  thee  here  ?     Whence  c^otm^  <ir 
how? 


Mat.  Are  you  strangers  passing  near, 

Pleas'd,  perhaps,  my  song  to  hearT 

Cho.  To  pirison  straight,  to  prison  straight?. 
There  he  may  sing  early  and  late. 

Mat.  Ah !  good  sir,  no  anger,  pray ; 

With  pity  hear  what  I've  to  say  i 
The  Saracens,  so  fierce  m  fight. 
Have  depriv'd  me  of  my  sight. 
And  shut  me  from  the  blessed  lighL. 

Clio.  'Tie  well  for  thee! 

For  couldst  thou  see. 
Thou  shouldst  die  by  our  decree. 

Mat.  I  know  not  what  this  anger's  for  ; 
Fve  business  with  the  governor ; 
'Tis  of  moment  you  will  see. 
And  he  should  know  it  instantly. 

Cho.   You  know  not  what  our  anger's  for. 
And  would  speak  with  the  governor  f 

Mat.  Tis  of  moment,  you  will  see. 

And  he  should  know  it  instantly. 

Cho.   Well,  you  shall  see  the  governor  ; 
He'll  tell  you  what  our  anger's  for. 
But  since  your  business  is  ofu.eigkt. 
We'll  suspend  awhile  yourjate. 
Harh!  he  comes,  the  governor; 
And  now,  take  heed,  take  heed,  pert  iioutk^ 

To  tell  the  truth; 

For  if  you  Ue, 
If  you  lie  to  the  governor. 
Your  fate  is  fix'd,  you  surely  die. 


Enter  FLORESTAN. 
Mat.  Where  is  the  governor  ? 
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Flo.  Here! 

Mat.  On  which  side  ? 

Flo.  Here! 

Mat.  I  have  something  of  importance  to  com- 
municate to  him. 

Flo.  Attempt  no  trifling,  or  you  perish  that 
instant. 

Mat.  Ah !  sir,  those  who  have  lost  their  sight, 
are  half  deprived  of  life  alreadv.  Is  it  for  a  poor 
blind  minstrel  Uke  me  to  attempt  to  deceive 
you? 

Flo.  Speak,  then. 

Mat.  Are  we  alone  ?  Now  I  think  my  device 
can't  fail. 

(Aside.) 


Mat.  Pardon,  good  governor ;  should  any  one 
be  near,  and  observe  you  reward  me,  they  v^ill 
suspect  something. 

Flor.  'Tis  very  true. 

Mat.  But,  Mr.  Governor,  lest  they  should — 

Flor.  Well! 

Mat.  Oh!  you  are  on  that  side.  I  say,  lest 
they  should  guess  at  my  errand,  hadn't  you  better 
seem  angry,  and  so  reprimand  me,  and  send  me 
back. 

Flor.  You  are  right.  Upon  my  life,  this  is  a  very 
clever  lad,  though  he  is  blind. 


(Signs  to  the  Soldiers  to  comeforward.y 


Flo.  We  are.    Retire. 


{To  the  Soldiers.) 


Mat.  Then,  sir,  the  lovely  Lauretta — 
Flor.  Speak  lower.     You  may  stand   farther 
off. 


(To  the  Soldiers.   Matilda  expresses  her 
joy  at  the  success  of  her  plan.) 


Mat.  The  beauteous  Laurette,  sir,  has  read  to 
me  the  letter  you  sent  her  yesterday ;  in  which 
you  express  your  joy  at  her  coufessing  her  love 
tor  you,  and  press  so  much  for  an  opportunity  to 
speak  with  her. 

Flor.  Well,  my  good  friend,  and  what  says 
she? 

Mat.  She  says  you  may  safely  call  at  her 
father's  house  this  evening,  at  any  hour  you 
please. 

Flor.  At  her  father's  house 

Mat.  Yes;  she  says  her  father  has  some 
friends  with  him,  to  whom  he  means  to  give  a 
/ete,  and  takes  the  opportunity  of  a  wedding  in 
the  neighbourhood  to  invite  all  the  village  to 
hfs  house,  where  there  will  be  nothing  but  feast- 
ing^ dancing,  and  merriment ;  during  which, 
Lauiette  says  she  will  find  means  to  speak  with 
you ;  ,  nd  you  may  easily  make  a  pretence  for  the 
visit. 

Flor.  Tell  her  I  will  not  fail.  But  how  comes 
she  to  employ  you  in  this  business  ?  You  are 
blind. 

Mat.  The  less  likely  to  be  suspected.  She 
loves  to  hear  me  play  and  sing;  and  she  has 
been  so  generous  to  me  I  would  risk  anything  to 
serve  her.  Besides,  I  brought  a  little  guide 
with  me. 

Flor.  You  have  managed  extremely  well.  And 
the  noise  you  made,  I  suppose,  was  on  purpose 
to  be  brought  before  me. 

Mat.  For  what  could  it  be  else  ?  But  with  your 
guards  forsooth,  I  was  a  spy — a  lurking  emissary, 
trying  to  discover  who  was  imprisoned  here.  Ha, 
ha,  ha ! 

Flor.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Ridiculous  enough  !  But 
you  have  really  done  it  very  well.  Here  is  a 
purse  for — 

(OJ^ers  money.) 


Mat.  Sir,  to  Uame  me  is  most  hard. 

For  the  noise,  pray,  blame  the  guard. 

Flo.    They  should  not  send  such  foolish  5oys» 
For  such  a  'tnessage.    Such  a  noise  I 

Cho.  Silence,  fellow,  and  begone  ; 

'Ticas  you  alariii\l  the  garrison^ 

Enter  ANTONIO,  frightcncdt  and  crying-^ 

Ant.    Ah  !  good  sir,  forgive  him,  pray ; 
Ah  I  hear  vcith  pity  icluit  I  say  ; 
The  Saracens,  so  fierce  in  fight. 
Have  depriv'd  him  of  his  sight. 
And  shut  him  from  the  hlessed  light, 

\     Cho.  'Tisvcell for  thee! 

For_^couldst  thou  see. 
Thou  hadst  died  by  our  decree. 

So,  haste  aicay ; 

Begone,  I  say ; 
And  if  again  we  catch  you  liera. 
Be  assur'd,  'twill  cost  you  dear. 

Mat.  Sirs,  I  believe  ye. 
Nor  will  deceive  ye. 
Never  more  will  I  appear, 
Never  more  offend  you  here. 

Ant.  In  truth,  if  here 

He  does  appear 
It  shall  be 
Without  me 


[Exeunt. 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. — A  great  Rail  in  Sir  Owen's  House. 

BLONDEL  cmd  Friend,  with  SIR 
OWEN  discovered. 


"Plon.  My  friend,  I  would,  without  profession, 
trespass  on  your  hospitality ;  but,  in  truth,  we 
must  away  ;  our  search,  I  do  perceive,  is  fruit- 
less here  ;  and,  till  I  learn  some  tidiLgs  of  my 
royal  master's  state,  I  cannot  tarry  for  mirth's 
sake;  therefore,  we  leave  you  to  your  rural 
guests,  and  may  gay  content  be  with  you. 

Sir  0.  I  cannot  blame  your  haste,  though  I  la- 
ment it ;  yet,  one  night,  methinks,  you  will  see 
gay  pastimes,  and  simple  jollity,  but  such  as  will 
divert  you,  believe  me ;  and  see  here  is  my  little 
prattler  JuHe  will  join  in  my  request. 


Enter  JULIE  j  she  is  going  to  speak,  hut  seeing  the 
strangers,  she  runs  to  Sir  Owen,  and  whispers 
him. 

Surely,  my  child !  She  tells  me  she  has  a  song 
which  she  must  sing  to-night  after  the  dance,  if 
X  approve  it, 

Jiuie.  Oh  !  sir,  but  it  were  to  be  a  secret ;  you 
were  not  to  have  said  a  word  about  it  yet. 

Sir  0.  No !  Well,  they  will  not  betray  you ; 
they  are  going  to  leave  us,  Julie  ;  can't  you  per- 
suade them  to  stay  ? 

Julie.  They  look  so  grave,  I  am  afraid  of 
them. 

Sir  0.  Oh !  go,  try. 

Julie.  {Goes  to  Blondel  and  takes  his  hand.)  Pray, 
air,  don't  leave  us  ;  how  can  you  tMnk  of  going 
iiway  when  we  are  all  going  to  be  so  merry. 

Blon.  We  are  very  sorry,  my  pretty  hostess, 
that  it  must  be  so. 

Julie.  But,  indeed,  you  shall  not  go  ;  for  if 
you  go  away,  my  father  will  have  no  one  to 
talk  to  while  we  are  all  dancing  and  running 
about. 

Sir  0.  You  little  rogue,  how  do  you  know  but  I 
intend  to  dance  myself  ? 

Julie.  Lord,  sir,  that  would  be  pleasant !  Ha ! 
ha !  I  should  like  to  see  jou  dance ! 

Sir  0.  Well,  you  are  very  good,  however,  Julie, 
to  wish  me  to  be  some  way  amused ;  it  is  very 
considerate  in  you. 

Julie.  Yes,  sir,  because  then  you  would  have 
something  else  to  do  than  to  mmd  us. 

Sir  0.  So  !  very  well,  innocent ! 

Julie.  Then,  pray,  gentlemen,  don't  go;  let 
me  entreat  you  to  stay  for  our  festival. 


SONG.— JULIE. 
Let  me,  gentle  pilgrim,  entreat  you  comply, 
I'm  sure,  hyyour  looks,  you  cannot  long  deny; 
Kind  sir,  we  leg  you'll  deign  to  stay. 
To  hail  with  glee  our  wedding-day. 
All  on  the  green,  with  garlands  fresh  and  fair, 
Oh !  what  delight,  would  you  our  pastimes  share. 
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With  dance  and  sonq 
We'll  join  the  throng^ 
And  banish  every  care; 

For  such  a  theme^ 

Though  young  I  seem. 

Yet  sing  I  maif 

One  tender  lay. 

Oh !  Love !  oh !  gentlest  pow'f  ? 

Smile  on  the  wedding  hour. 


You  see,  my   dear  father^  though  youngs  I  can 

please  ; 
The  pilgrim  will  stay,  I  have  won  him  with  ease  ; 
Yes,  yes,  Fm  sure  he  can't  say  nay ; 
We  all  shall  keep  this  holiday ; 
Then,  on  the  green,  your  pleaswre  to  enhance. 
If  you  hut  think  to  Julie  to  ad/oance, 

Although  not  yet 

Tall  as  Laurette, 
I  think  you'll  own  I  can  dance. 

With  sprightly  step 

I'll  hound,  I'll  leap. 

And  sing  all  day 

That  happy  lay. 

Oh!  Love!  oh!  gentle pow'r I 

Smile  on  the  wedding  hour. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  the  Seneschal  is  come,  leaving  his 
troops  above  the  wood ;  with  a  few  followers,  he 
waits  imiDatiently  to  speak  to  you. 

Sir  0.  I  come.  (Exit  Serv.)  My  friends,  it  shall 
not  be  farewell  yet.    I  will  return. 

{Exit,  leaving  Julie,  who  looks  hack,  and 
makes  signs  to  Blondel  not  to  leave 
them. ) 

Friend.  You  still  avoid  being  known  to  the 
Seneschal. 

Blon.  Perhaps  I  may  safely  disclose  myself; 
but  wherefore,  if  Richard — 


Entet-  Servant. 

Serv.  There  is  a  youth  without,  who  says  he 
must  be  admitted  to  you. 

Blon.  Tome? 

Serv.  He  that  you  heard  play  and  ■  sing  yestei*- 
day. 

Blon.  Pray,  let  him  come ;  and  after,  we  will 
pursue  our  journey. 


[Exit  Sew. 


BICHAED    CCEUR    DE   LION. 


Enter  MATILDA. 

Mat.  How,  sir !  Did  you  doubt  to  see  me  ?  I 
have  speiii,  the  day  requesting  it.  You  should 
not  have  paused  upon  it,  but  hear  mo,  and  alone. 

Blon.  I  knew  not  your  desire  sooner.    But  how  , 
is  this,  good  youth ;  you  were  blind  yesterday  ? 

Mat.  True ;  and  ought  I  not  to  bless  heaven, 
that  the  first  object  which  presents  itself  to  my 
restored  sight  is  Blondel. 

Blon.  Ha !  you  know  me,  then  ? 

Mat.  Yes;  and  can  it  be  that  you  prepare  to  fly 
from  hence  ?  Oh !  has  no  powerful  impulse 
worked  upon  your  heart  ?  Has  no  instinctive 
warning  checked  the  ill-guided  puri>ose,  stirred 
in  your  alarmed  bosom,  and  chid  the  rash  deser- 
tion of  your  valour's  duty  ?  Then  perish,  royal 
Richard !  Waste  on,  proud  soul,  in  base  cap- 
tivity !  Thy  careless  friends  pass  by  thy  prison 
gates,  and  man  and  heaven  desert  thee ! 

Blon.  What  can  this  mean  ?  My  royal  master — 

Mat.  Blondel— your  king,  your  leader,  your 
friend— pass  but  these  gates  and  you  behold  his 
prison.    But,  hold ! 


Enter  SIR  OWEN,  with  the  Seneschal  and  tico 
Knights, 

Sir  0.  Nay,  but  the  youth  you  speak  of  is — 

Sen.  Matilda,  my  noble  mistress !  (Kneels.) 
Thus  let  me  excuse  the  abrupt  intrusion  of  my 
duty. 

Blon.  Matilda! 

Mat.  Rise,  Seneschal !  Yes,  Matilda,  a  fugi- 
tive from  all  she  owed  her  station  and  a  father's 
love.  But  tell  them,  peerless  Richard  was  the 
cause ;  and  tell  them,  too,  tliat  heaven  at  length 
has  sactioned  what  resistless  love  has  resolved. 
Away,  reserve !  Seneschal,  I  know  your  zeal, 
and  firm  attachment  to  your  master's  friend.  Sir 
Owen,  your  monarch,  is  in  chains ;  and  you  are 
a  Briton — 

Sir  O.  We  will  deliver  him,  or  die  ! 

{While  the  sympliony  plays,  some  of 
the  Seneschal's  %>arty  go  out  and  re- 
turn with  more  of  their  friends,  to 
whom  they  seem,  to  relate  what  Tias 
passed  as  they  range  themselves  be- 
hind Matilda.) 


DIALOGUE  and  CHORUS. 
MAITLDA,  BLONDEL,  and  Cavaliers. 

Mat.     Ye  Cavaliers,  yon  castle  drear. 

Great  Richard  is  apris'ner  there. 

Cav.     Strange  the  tidings  that  you  bring, 

G^eat  Richard,  England's  mighty  "king ! 

Mat.     Te  Cavaliers,  yon  castle  drear. 

Great  Richard  is  a  yris'ner  there. 

Car.      Can  it  he  what  you  relate  ? 

Who  explor'd  the  monarch's  fate? 


Mat.     'Twas  I,  with  song  and  veiled  eyes, 

Approach'd  the  walls  in  safe  disguise  ; 
His  voice  I  heard — Ah  I  douht  ye  yet  ? 
And  could  my  heart  that  voice  forget  ? 
No  Cavaliers,  yon  castle  drear. 
King  Richard  is  a  pris'ner  there. 
Not  long  a  pris'ner  shall  he  he. 
Whom  love  and  valour  join  to  free  t 

Cav.     Not  long  a  prisoner  shall  he  he. 
Let  us  arm ; 
Here  we  swear  to  set  him  free. 
Give  th*  alarm. 

Blon.  Haste  is  vain, 

'Tis  'prudence  must  his  freedom  gain; 
Prudence  must  your  rage  restrain. 

Cav.  Let  us  arm. 

Mat,  Blondel,  checlc  the  rash  alarm. 

What  should  he  done,  oh!  quickly  teUf 
Cavaliers,  oh!  listen  to  Blondel, 

Cav.    Blondel !  Blondel !  it  is  Blondeli 

Mat.   Yes,  Cavaliers,  it  is  Blondel, 

The  friend  of  Richard,  mark  him  icell. 

Blon.  Let  our  deeds  our  friendship  tell. 
In  the  battle,  mark  Blondel. 


Cav. 


Let  us  arm,  &c  ,  &c. 


Mat.  Oh !  now  you  give  me  hfe.  Oh,  generous 
Sir  Owen.  Oh,  faithful  Blondel !  And  you,  my 
gallant  friends !  But  thanks  would  wrong  you ; 
the  cause  is  yours. 

Sen.  No  moment  must  be  lost ;  the  troops  I 
head,  select  and  brave,  though  small  their 
number,  will  attempt,  at  least,  whatever  you 
command . 

Blon.  Our  cause  and  valour  shall  supply  the 
rest. 

Mat.  You,  Sir  Owen,  know  this  governor.  Is 
he  a  man  whom  gold — 

Sir  0.  I  must  be  just.  He's  one  whom  neither 
fear  nor  interest  will  sway. 

Blon.  Then  force  alone's  our  hope. 

Mat.  Attend  a  moment.  Sir  Owen,  Florestan 
is  apprized  that  you  intend  this  night  a  rural 
feast.  He  means  to  be  a  partaker  of  your  mirth, 
in  hopes  of  speaking  with  Laurette. 

Sir  0.  How  ? 

Mat.  I  cannot  now  explain  this ;  but  be  as- 
sured he  will  be  here.    Some  chosen  guards  may 


552 


EICHARD    COEUE    DE    LIOHiT. 


then  surround   him,  and   demand   the   king's 
deliverance.    If  he  refuses — 

Blon.  Then  to  arms!  Here,  Indeed,  is  hope. 
Seneschal,  direct  your  men  to  pass  the  wood, 
and  nearer  the  morass  attend  our  signal.  Let 
us  prepare  and  harm. 

[^Exitf  with  Seneschal  and  Cavaliers. 

Mat.  The  just  avenger  of  the  brave  inspire  and 
guide  you ! 


Enter  LAURETTE  and  Servants. 

Laii.  My  father,  your  village  friends  will  be 
here  straight,  and  the  music  is  not  yet  come ; 
then  how  shall  we  dance  ? 

Sir  0.  They  will  be  here,  my  child  j  fear  not, 
my  dear  Laurette. 


(He  seems  to  give   directions   to   the 
servants.) 


Lau.  My  dear  Laurette !  So,  he's  not  angry 
with  me  now.  {Aside.)  My  dear  father,  now  I 
am  happy !  Only  I  wish  Florestan  could  be  here 
to-night. 

Mat.  (Aside.)  Charming  Laurette  !  But  I 
dare  not  trust  her  yet ;  'tis  happy,  however, 
that  the  course  we  have  determined  on  is  free 
from  any  pefil  to  Florestan ;  in  the  midst  of  my 
own  anxieties,  I  am  interested  for  her  happi- 
ness. 


{Matilda  goes  to  Laurette,  and  talks  to 
her.  Laurette  expresses  surprise  at 
seeing  her  no  longer  hlind.) 


Sir  0.  And  mark  me,  you  William,  set  my  old 
buckler  and  great  sword  in  my  closet, 

Wil.  Sir,  they'll  be  cumbersome  to  dance  in. 

Sir  0.  Fellow,  do  as  I  bid  you.  {Pushes  him 
out.)  Oh!  more  lights  here  in  the  hall!  And, 
d'ye  hear  ?  be  ready  to  welcome  all  comers. 
{Calling.)  So— {Observing  Laurette  and  Matilda.) 
I  must  not,  however,  appear  in  their  secrets 
yet. 


TRIO— MATILDA,  LAURETTE,  and  SIR 
OWEN. 

Mat.  Yes,  y&s,  Florestan  will  he  here. 

{Aside  to  Lau.) 

After  the  dance,  he  will  appear. 

Lau.  Oh !  what  delight,  wtiaijoy  'twill  be ! 
Sure,  he'll  find  means  to  speaTc  to  me. 


Mat.  We  no  secrets  have,  good  Icnight, 


(To  Sir  0.) 


I  am  saying  that  my  sight 
Is  again  restor'd  to  light. 

Lau.   Yes,  my  father,  very  true. 

We  no  secrets  have  from  you  ; 

The  youth's  well-bred,  and  honest,  too. 

Sir  O.  I'm  sure  you  have  no  m,ystery. 

Pray,  talk  on,  and  don't  mind  me. 

Lau.  But  does  he  know  how  well  I  love  ? 

{Aside  to  Matilda,) 
And  does  he  swear  he'll  constant  prove? 

Mat.  Had  you  hut  seen  the  generous  youth. 
He  knelt  and  vow'd  eternal  truth. 

Lau.  Kneel  and  vow  ? 

Ah. !  he'll  he  true,  I'm  happy  noxo. 

Sir  O.  What,  he  tells  thee  that  his  sight 
Is  again  restor'd  to  light? 
Yes,  my  father,  very  true, 
We  no  secrets  have  from  you : 
He  is  saying  that  his  sight 
Is  again  restor'd  to  light. 

Mat.  We  no  secrets  have,  good  knight, 
I  am  saying  that  my  sight 
Is  again  restor'd  to  light. 

SirO.  TFTiat,  Tie  tells  thee,  &c. 

Lau.  Yes;  my  father,  &c. 

Sir  0.  {Tabors  andpifes  heard.)  So,  our  guests 
are  at  hand.  My  Laurette,  give  them  wel- 
come. 

{Julie  runs  in,  and  vetuvns.) 


Julie.  They  are  all  coming,  and  all  so  gay,  and 
so  neatly  dressed ;  indeed,  sir,  they  are ;  and  I 
saw  the  little  bride  myself,  blushing,  and  look- 
ing so  pretty.  Dear,  it  must  be  a  charming 
thing  to  be  married ! 

Lau.  Yes  ;  they  are  coming,  indeed,  sir. 

Sir  0.  And  are  you  ready,  my  little  JuUe,  with 
the  dance  you— 

Julie.  Yes  ;  that  I  am.  But  pray,  what  are  all 
those  fine  knights  gathering  about  the  house 
for  ?  They  don't  look  as  if  they  came  to  be 
merry.  Indeed,  sister,  they  look  so  fierce,  you'd 
be  frightened. 
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^ 


Sir  0.  Oh !  no,  my  child,  they  will  not  hurt , 


us. 


Jvlic.  No!   then  I  vow  they  shall  all  dance, 
swords,  and  helmets,  and  all. 

{She  runs  to  meet  the  Peasants,  who 
appear.) 


CHOEUS  OF   PEASANTS, 

Cho.   Jbi«  hearts,  join  hands. 
In  loving  hands ; 

None  are  happy  till  they're  pair'd. 
Nothing's  jo ij  that  is  not  shar'd. 

Pea.   When  alone  the  maid  sits  pining. 
Nature's  veauiies  seem  declining, 

i^othing  can  afford  delight ; 
But  the  favour' d  youth  appearing. 
With  his  presence  all  things  cheering ; 

Flowers  how  sxceet  I  the  sun  how  Iright ! 

Cho.  Join  hearts,  join  Juinds, 
In  loving  bands; 

None  are  happy  till  they're  pair'd. 
Nothing's  joy  that  is  not  shar'd. 

Ant.   O'er  the  sultry  mountain  ranging. 
Shade  and  pasture  ever  changing. 

Soon  I  tire  my  fioclc  to  tend ; 
Sut  if  chomce  Collette  address  mc. 
Toil  and  heat  no  more  oppress  me. 
Soon,  too  soon,  my  labours  end. 

Chores.  Join  hearts,  join  liands. 
In  loving  hands ; 
None  arc  happy,  &c,    (Dr.ncc  of  Feasants.) 

Enter  FLOREST^  y.      . 
Flo.  Ha!  what  do  I  hear  ? 

^  (Dj'ums  heaii.) 


Sir  0.  Sir,  you  are  my  prisoner ! 

no.  Sir? 

Sir  0.  You. 

Flo.  What  treason  is  this  ? 


CHORUS  OP  CAVALIEES. 

Vain  defiance,  strive  no  more  ; 
Yield  our  Icing,  our  chief  restore  ; 


Flo. 


lain  resistance ;  fate's  decree 
Sets  imprison' d  Richard  fr^e. 

Threats  he  fears  not,  who  is  just 
To  his  honour,  to  his  trust. 


lExeunt, 


SCENE  II. — Represents  the  Casile  assaulted  by 
Matilda's  troops ;  Blondel  and  Sir  Owen  encourag- 
ing them.  Richard  appears  on  the  fortress  with- 
out arms,  endeavouring  to  free  himself  from, 
three  armed  Soldiers.  Blondel  mounts  the  breach, 
runs  to  the  King,  woimds  one  of  the  Guards,  and 
snatches  his  su'ord ;  the  Iving  s»i^s  it.  At  this 
moment  is  heard  the  grand  chorus  of  "  Long  live 
the  King  !"  The  besiegers  then  display  the  colours 
of  Matilda,  who  appears,  foUowed  by  attendants, 
the  Seneschal,  and  all  tlic  rest  of  the  people.  She 
sees  Richard  at  liberty,  and,  led  by  Blondel,  fiies 
towards  him,  and  sinks  in  his  arms.  I^orestan 
is  then  conducted  to  the  King  by  the  Seneschal 
and  Sir  Ou'en. 

King  R.  Oh,  love  !  Oh,  gratitude !  You  im- 
pede and  not  inspire  my  etxorts  to  express  the 
fond  transports  which  swell  here.  Neglected  by 
my  subjects ;  forsaken  by  the  thankless  world ! 
When  sorrow  had  beaten  down  my  heart's  de- 
fence, courageous  hope — but,  oh !  Matilda,  what 
can  I  say  to  thee,  my  soul's  beloved,  my  deliver-, 
ance,  my  reward  ?  {Embraces  lier.  To  Sir  Owen, 
&c.)  I  have  more  thanks  to  pay.  My  heart  feels 
all  it  owes.  And  when  to  my  native  England  I 
return,  so  may  I  prosper  in  my  subjects'  love,  as 
I  cherish,  in  the  memory  of  my  sutterings  here, 
a  lesson  to  improve  my  reign ;  compassion  should 
be  a  monarch's  nature.  I  have  learned  what  'tis 
to  need  it.  The  poorest  peasant  in  my  land,  wher 
misery  presses,  in  his  king  shall  find  a  friend. 


FINALE. 

Cho.       Oh  I  blest  event     Oh !  glorious  hour  I 
Liberty  and  love  we  sing  ; 
Oh !  may  they  with  resistless  pow'r, 
Protect  the  blessings  which  thsy  briny. 

Mat.       Though  Florestan,  you've  heen  just 
To  your  honour,  to  your  trust. 
Nothing  will  your  truth  avail. 
Guilt,  with  tyrants,  is  to  fail. 
A  worthier  fortune  you  may  protv. 
Yield  to  us,  Laurette,  and  love,         « 
Faithful  lovers  banish  fear. 
Our  delight,  our  triumph  share, 

Cho.       Faithful  lovers,  &c. 
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Liberty  and  love  we  sing ; 
No  more  shall  donht  or  sorrow  I  ^,^ ,  ^^^  ^^^^  ^.^^  ^...^ij,^^  j,^^ V, 

Disturh  my  anxioas  hrea^t;  ^^.^^^^^  ^^^  ^j^^^ .^^^  ^^^^-  ^^,y  j,, -^^ ; 

Tlie  sun  that  gilds  to-morrow,  I 

At  length,  lehoUU  me  hUst>,  |  lExeuni 
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The  Pickwick  Papers.   V.y  Charles  Dickens. 
Doom  of  the  Daiicintr  Master.    C.  H.  Koss 
Wife's  Secret.  Author  of  "The  Heiress." 
Castlerose.    Margaret  Blount. 
The  Birthright.   Author  of  "  Castlerose." 
Golden  Fairy.    Author  of  "Lestelle." 


66.  Misery  Joy.    Author  of  "  Hnsh  Money." 

67.  The  JVlortimers.  Authorof  "Wife's  Secret.* 

68.  Chetwynd  Calverley.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

69.  Woman's  Wiles.    Mrs.  Crow. 

70.  Ashfleld  Priory.    Author  of  "  Rachel." 

71.  Brent  Hall.    By  Author  of  "Birthright." 

72.  Lance  Urquhart's  Loves.    Annie  Thomas. 

73.  For  Her  Natural  Life.    Mrs.  Winstanley. 

74.  Marion's  Quest.    Mrs.  Laws. 

75.  Imogen  Herbert.    Author  of  "Mortimers.' 
T6.  Ladye  Laura's  Wraith.    P.  McDermott. 

77.  Fall  of  Somerset.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

78.  Pearl  of  Levonby.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen. 

79.  My  Lady's  Master.    By  C.  Stevens. 

80.  Beatrice  Tyldesley.    By  W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

81.  Overtaken.    By  Starr  Kivers. 

82.  Held  in  Thrall.    Bv  Mrs.  L.  Crow. 

83.  Splendid  Misery.    By  C.  H.  Hazlewood 

84.  Nicholas  Nickleby.    By  Charles  Dickens. 

85.  Oliver  Twist.    By  Charles  Dickens. 

86.  Barnab}'  Jludge.    Bv  Charles  Dickens. 

87.  Ingaretha.    Bv  M.  E.  O.  Slalen 

88.  Paul  Clifford.    By  Lord  Lytton. 

89.  Rlenzi.    By  Lord  Lytton. 

90.  Old  Curiosltj'  Shop.     By  Charles  Dickens. 

91.  Pelliam.    liv  Lord  Lytton. 

92.  Falkland  &  l*ilgnms  of  tne  Rhine.    Lytton. 

93.  Harry  Lorrequer.    By  Charles  Lever. 

94.  Faust.    By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

J'5.  The  Soldier's  Wife.   By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds. 

96.  Valentine  Vox.    By  Henry  Cockton. 

97.  Robert  Macaire.  By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

98.  Entrances  and  ExitSi  Parti.  E.  Winstaniey 

99.  Entrances  and  Exits,  Part  2.  E.  Winstanlev 

100.  Nobody's  Fortune.    Part  1.    By  K.  Y'ates 

101.  Nobody's  Fortune.    Parts.    By  E.  Y'ates 

102.  The  Seamstress.    liy  G.  W.  M.lleynold^. 

103.  The  Necromancer,    By  G.  W.  JNL  Reynolds 

104.  The  Bronze  Statue.  Part  1.  By  G.  W.  M.  R. 

105.  The  Bronze  Statue.  Part  2.  By  G.  W.  M.  R. 

106.  The  Waits.    Pierce  Epan. 

107.  Rve  House  Plot.    Part  1.    By  G  W.  M  R. 

108.  Rye  House  Plot.    Purt  2.    By  G.  W.  MR  . 

109.  Memoirs  of  Grimaldi.     Edited  by  Dickens 

110.  Jack  Brag.    By  Theodore  Hook 

111.  Hunted  Down.  <fec.    By  Charles  Dickens 

112.  Charles  O'Malley.    By  Charles  Lever 

113.  Ernest  Maltravers.    By  Lord  Lytton 

114.  Alice;  or.  the  Mysteries.  Bv  LordLj'tton 
11.5.  Paris  Sketch  Book.    By  W.  M  Thackeray 

116.  Jacob  Faithful.    By  Captain  Marryat 

117.  Night  and  Morning.    By  Lord  Lytton 

118.  Rosa  Lambert.    Parti.    ByG.  W.M.  R. 

119.  Rosa  Lambert.    Part  2.    By  G.  W.  M.  R. 

120.  Canonbury  House.  By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

121.  Hunchback  of  Notre-Darae.     Victor  Hugo 

122.  Robinson  Crusoe.     Bv  Daniel  Defoe 

123.  May  Middleton.    By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

124.  Catherine,  &c.    By  W.  M.  Thackeray 
325.  Queen  Martrot.  By  Alexandre  Dumas  pere 

126.  Massacre  of  Glencoe.  Part  l.  P.yG.W.]VLR. 

127.  Massacre  of  Glencoe.  Part  2.  By  G.W.  M  R. 

128.  iVIichael  Arm.«trong.    By  Frances  Trollope 

129.  Zanoni.    By  Lord  Lvtton 

130.  Leila.    By  G.  W.  M." Reynolds 


London  John  Dicks,  313  Strand  j  and  all  Booksellers. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 


The  Favourite  Illustrated  31agazines  of  the  Day,  for  the  Home  Circle. 

,Z,i^^^   BOW    BELLS, 

Published  Ercry  Wednesday,    contalni 

Twenty-four  large  folio  Pages  of  Original  Matter  by  Popular  Writers,  and  about  Twelve  Illustrations 
by  Eminent  Artists,  and  is  the  Largest  in  the  World, 

The  General  Contents  consist  of  Two  or  Three  Continuous  Novels,  Tales  of  Adventure  founded  on  fact 
lales  of  Heroism,  also  founded  on  fact.  History  and  Legends  of  Old  Towns,  with  Illustrative  Sketches  from 

the  Original  Pictures,  C""^'"''^'*'^  *^*"'"-'"''  "'"1"°    ^"-* «^..«  ui,^*«u^,.  rp..i«„  ^«  <-» ,.  tj — _r/,.,  ,      .    . 

Actresses  (past  and  prt 
Celebrities  of  the  Day, 

to  the  Ladies.  The  Wor..  . ^.^,.,,  , 

and  Doings,  Notices  to  Correspondents,  &c. 

Weekly.  One  Penny.    Monthly  Parts,  Ninepence.    Remit  Threehaljpence  in  Stamps^  for  Specimen  Copy. 

With  tlic  IMonthly  Parts  are   Presented:— Fancy  Xeedlewoiic  Supplements.  Coloured  Parisian  Plates 
tJerliu  Wool  l^itterns,  Fasliionable  Parisian  Head-dresses,  Point  Lace  Needlework,  <fec.  &c.  ' 

ALL  THE  BEST  AVAILABLE  TALENT,  ARTISTIC  AND  LITERARY,  ARE  ENGAGED. 

Volumes  I  to  XLI,  elegantly  bound,  Now  Ready. 


Each  Volume  contains  nearly  300  Illustrations,  and  (540  Pages  of  Letterpress.    These  are  the  most  haM- 
eome  volumes  ever  otf ered  to  the  Public  lor  Five  Sliilliiigs.    Post-free,  One  Sliillingand  Sixpence  extra. 


^  |f«^  COMPANION    WOEK    TO   BOW  BELLS. 

Y^  ^      Simultaneously  with  Bow  Bells  is  issued,  Price  One  Penny,  in  handsome  wrapper, 


BOW  bells  novelettes. 


1^ 


This  work  is  allowed  to  be  the  handsomest  Periodical  of  its  class  in  cheap  literature.  TIic  authors  ant/" 
artists  are  of  the  highest  repute.  Each  number  contains  a  complete  Novelette  of  about  the  length  of  a 
One-Volume  Novel. 

Bow  Bells  Novelettes  consists  of  sixteen  large  pages,  with  three  beautiful  illustrations,  and  is  issued  iu 
style  far  superior  to  any  other  magazines  ever  published.  The  work,  is  printed  in  a  clear  and  good  type, 
on  paper  of  a  fine  quality. 

Bow  Bells  Movelettes  is  also  publi.shed  in  Parts,  Price  Sixpence,  each  part  containing  Four  Complete 
Novels.  Vols.  1  to  13,  each  containing  Twenty-five  complete  Novels,  bound  in  elegantly  coloured  cover, 
price  2s.  6d.,  or  bound  in  cloth,  gilt-lettered,  4s.  6d. 


EVERY  WEEK.— This  Illustrated  Periodical,  containing  sixteen  large  pages,  is  published  every  Wednes- 
day, simultaneously  with  Bow  Bells,  it  is  the  only  Halfpenny  Periodical  in  England,  and  is  about  the 
size  of  the  largest  weekly  journal  except  Bow  Bells.  A  Volume  of  this  Popular  Work  is  published  Half- 
yearly.    Vol.  31   now  ready,  price  Two  Shillings.    Weekly,  One  Halfpenny.    Monthly,  Threepence. 

THE  HISTORY  AND  LEGENDS  OF  OLD  CASTLES  AND  ABBEYS— With  Illustrations  from  Original 
Sketches.  The  Historical  Facts  are  compiled  from  the  most  authentic  sources,  and  the  Original  Legends 
and  Engravings  are  written  and  drawn  by  eminent  Authors  and  Artists.  The  Work  is  printed  in  bold, 
clear  type,  on  good  paper;  and  forms  a  handsome  and  valuable  Work,  containing  743  quarto  pages,  and 
190  Illustrations.    Price  Twelve  Shillings  and  Sixpence. 

DICKS'  EDITION  OF  STANDARD  PLAYS.— Price  One  Penny  each.     Comprising  all  the  most  Popular 
^  Plays,  by  the  most  Eminent  Writers.    Most  ot  the  Plays  contain  from  16  to  32  pages,  are  printed  in  clear 

^  type,  on  paper  of  good  quality.    Each  Play  is  Illustrated,  and  sewn  in  an  Illustrated  Wrapper.   Numbers 

»        1  to  626,  now  ready. 

THE  HOUSEHOLD  BOOK  OF  DOMESTIC  ECONOMY.— Price  One  Shilling.  Post  free,  is.  6d.  This 
remarkably  cheap  and  useful  book  contains  everything  for  everybody,  and  should  be  found  in  every 
household. 

^-->  DICKS'  BRITISH  DRAMA.— Comprising  the  Works  of  the  most  Celebrated  Dramatists.  Complete  iii 
/  12  Volumes,  Each  volume  containing  about  20  plays.  Every  Play  Illustrated.  Price  One  Shilling  each 
*         Volume.    Per  Post,  Fourpence  extra. 

BOW  BELLS  HANDY  BOOKS.— A  Series  of  Little  Books  under  the  above  title.  Each  work  contains 
64  pages,  printed  in  clear  type,  and  on  tine  paper. 

1.  Etiquette  for  Ladies.  I  3.  Language  of  Flowers.  I  5.  Etiquette  on  Courtship 

2.  I  4.  Guide  to  the  Ball  Room.        I  and  Marriage. 

Price  Sd.    Post  free,  S^d.    Every  family  should  possess  the  Bow  Bells  Handy  Books. 

THE  TOILETTE:  A  Guide  to  the  Improvement  of  Personal  Appearance  and  the  Preservation  of  Healtli. 
A  New  Edition,  price  is.,  or  by  post,  Is.  Id.,  cloth,  gilt. 

London:  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand j  and  all  Booksellers. 
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